

Flames danced around me. Men and women in revealing outfits swayed and ulullated with the raucous drums and woodwind instruments. I sat at the edge of it all, eyes only intermittently opening to survey the scene before me, trying my best to retreat into a sanctuary all of my own, away from the chaos. From the chatter, a single sentence reached my ears:

"I wonder why Lord Pavel isn't here yet?"

I kept my mouth shut.

I was Lord Pavel. Lord Lily Pavel. I didn't look like a lord – I was unimposing, pale, with platinum blonde hair I was a little vain about. For practicality's sake, though, I had it tied in a ponytail that night. I had no intention of joining the raucous festivities in deed or appearance. I had dark eyebrows to contrast with my hair, dark blue eyes, and a beautiful smile people would always tell me to use more often, as though happiness' value was determined by how often you show it.

Even at the festivities' edge, I couldn't completely avoid the revelers. A red-haired beauty, with her hair shorn close to her head moved as fluid and smooth as an ocean wave in front of me. Her outfit, since I can't in good faith call it a dress, was cut all up one side, and she was certainly not shy about her... assets. I could see all the way up her thigh, where her skin glistened with sweat in the warm summer night's air... it was inappropriate. Moving her arms with the kind of effortless, theatrical motions typical of dancers and magicians, she motioned (or danced?) for me to get up and join her, but I was not about to be a part of the proceedings, and turned my head.

Soon enough she realized I wasn't merely playing 'hard to get' and lost interest. Sadly, she would not be the last of the revelers to approach me that night.

A loud belch to my right interrupted my musing. My 'esteemed' host, Lord Thomas Colville. He was somewhat rotund and in a garish red robe with golden buttons fastened far tighter than they should have been. Someone should have told him he wasn't the man he was ten years ago when the robe was fitted for him. "You... you're a real beauty, you know."

"Spare me." I said curtly.

"I haven't seen you yet. Did you come in with Lord Pavel?" He was loud and drunk and I didn't feel like dealing with him after the long carriage ride there. So I declined to mention that I *was* Lord Pavel. "I have a surprise for him." he confided in me, the person he had known for all of ten seconds. "A welcoming gift for his first night with us."

"Oh?" I said, not even bothering to veil my antipathy. "And what is that?"

He put a finger to his lips and giggled like a schoolgirl. "For him only. Telling would ruin the surprise."

I rolled my eyes, not that Lord Colville seemed to notice, and turned my attention back to the festivities. I watched the dancers sway their hips back and forth in unison during their primitive pagan ritual, chanting in some ancient tongue. It was... impressive, I had to give them that. The coordination, the agility, the flexibility... I was focused so intently on them that I'd clenched my fists without even realizing it, leaning forward on one knee, completely entranced.

It took me a moment to break the spell, so to speak. All the crowd seemed to be dancing in wholly inappropriate and lascivious ways, with none of the finesse and beauty of the ritual dancers. I heard familiar footsteps behind me, and said without looking back, "I can't believe they tolerate this... filth."

My sergeant-at-arms, always the voice of reason, said, "Aw, c'mon, it's just tradition at this point. It doesn't mean anything."

"All the more reason it should be abandoned." I pursed my lips and looked over the scene of drunken revelry before me with disgust. "Did you check the room like I asked?"

"That I did." He put a hand on his hip confidently. "Nothing wrong with it so far as I could find."

I trusted the sergeant implicitly. I'd known him since I was little girl, and since I'd become a lord, he'd been a constant companion and advisor. "Alright. I'm going to sleep. I'll deal with these debauchees in the morning."

"Got it. Good night, m'lady. Get some rest; you'll need it to deal with Colville."

The candles and chandeliers of the room they had reserved for 'Lord Pavel' lit it up like the daytime sun. I don't know how they expected me to get to sleep in that light. Maybe they didn't. The cads. Truth be told, I wasn't particularly tired anyway. I just wanted out of all that chaos. So I changed into a white chemise and idled about the room, examining this and that, thumbing through the bookshelves without actually looking for anything to read. One particular tome bound in red velvet caught my eye. I was almost surprised that these people knew how to read, until I saw the contents of the book. It was a 'how-to' for the most depraved acts imaginable. I could feel the blood rush, then drain from my face. My heart beat faster and faster as I thumbed through book, driven onwards by morbid curiousity. Pictures with the utmost attention to detail decorated every other page, with women wearing nothing but the sultriest looks imaginable stared out from the book and into my soul... a knock on the door almost made my heart jump out of my chest. A feminine voice came from the door. "Can I come in?"

I didn't have my wits about me, so I just said, "Uh, uh, yes?"

A beautiful woman in an elaborate-but-revealing black and red dress like those worn by the revelers opened my door and peered into my room. "Is this Lord Pavel's room?"

"Ye-es?" I said cautiously.

"Good." She let herself in and closed the door behind her, taking a hairpin out of her hair and letting her curly black hair fall around her shoulders. "Then I'm in the right place." She smiled sweetly at me. What struck me immediately – other than her beauty in general – was her eyes. They were a piercing, pale blue, the kind that made you forget her pupils even existed and let you lose yourself in endless glaciers of ice...

I returned to the real world. and shook my head. "Who are you?"

"You can call me... Erkaya." She smiled sweetly and shook her hair loose. "I was told Lord Pavel was a young, healthy man. Two out of three isn't too bad." I shot her a look somewhere between feigned confusion and questioning whether she really knew what that suggested she knew. It wasn't very effective.

I tried to avoid her eyes and speak with an absolutely even tone. "And... you were sent here for... what, exactly? I have no need of service this late at night."

"Oh? That's not what I was told." Her dress, and I used the word as loosely as she wore it, cut down from her neck to naval, with the smooth curves of her breasts just barely exposed. It was likewise cut up her left leg, to the point where the only things hidden when she moved just right were that which was hidden by her undergarments. She had sashayed up to me in the brief space of time I had spent noticing the details of her outfit and had placed a hand on the book I was skimming. "And what's this?"

I was too stunned to stop her from pulling the book from my grasp. "Uh, I-"

"'The Art of Love'? My lord," she purred, "were you expecting me?"

That was finally blatant enough to arouse my... anger. Suspicion turned to indignation. "I was doing nothing of the sort! And I wasn't expecting you!"

"No? Then I am a surprise to you?" She drew entirely too close for me to think clearly with someone intruding so blatantly on my space.

I turned my head so I didn't have to look at her and muttered, "I'm not one of your typical perverts."

"No? Are you a special pervert then?"

That was enough to push me away. "I'm a woman!" I snapped. I stormed over to my bed, away from the bookcase and its perversions and sat down on its edge, arms crossed.

She covered her mouth with her hand to hide her smile as she followed, putting the book down on the nightstand next to me. "I noticed. And that doesn't answer my question."

I looked back at her. "I don't have dealings with prostitutes." I laid all the venom I could in that one final word. I wanted her to leave, but I didn't have the... motivation to tell her to leave.

She crawled up onto the bed and said lightly, "I'm a courtesan, not a prostitute."

"They're the same thing." I said irritably.

She laughed. "I offer comfort, not sex. We don't have to do anything you don't want to. Nothing naughty or sinful." The way she said sinful was nearly sinful in and of itself. "So be comforted, sweetie." Since I kept turning away from her, she embraced me from behind.

It... she... felt nice, pressed up against my back, arms hanging loosely around my neck. I couldn't deny it. Her skin was so soft and warm, perfect against the cool breeze that had began to drift in from the open window, and her gentle, soothing voice made me vulnerable. I was tense, I was tired, and I was... alone. "Alright." I said, against my better judgement. "Comfort me."

"Take your top off."

"What!?"

"It's easier to massage someone when you can actually touch their skin."

"... oh." I stood up and shot her a glare and she obligingly looked away, no doubt amused at my 'antiquated' sense of modesty. Embarassed, I stood up and dutifully took off my chemise and wrapped it around my waist as a makeshift skirt. I laid down on the bed belly-first, exposing only my back to her. "Alright. I'm ready."

"I need you to sit up."

I furrowed my brow. "Why?"

My tone was a little harsher than I meant it to be, and Erkaya looked at me with annoyance. "Really, I'm not going to force myself on you. It's fine if you don't want me here. I can leave-"

"That's not what I meant!" I blurted out, faster than I meant to. I felt my face burn with embarassment as I sat up on the bed. "Just... alright." I covered up my naked chest with crossed arms

She knelt behind me and a little to my right, so I could just see her in my periphery, or if I turned my head.

She put her hands on my shoulders and began to gently rub the tension and anxiety I'd spent so much time working up out. After a few minutes of silent comfort, she said, "You seem upset."

"I am." I said simply.

"You say that like it's normal."

"It is." If there was nothing to be upset about, then you were idle, or worse. "Most people tell me to smile more."

She giggled. "I won't tell you that. I think you're cute when you're angry."

At first that made me angry. But... the absurdity of my reaction hit me before I could say anything. I thought about it for a few moments and couldn't help but smile. I turned to her to say something, but realized I had nothing to say. Her look of genuine, good-natured curiousity... struck me. Those light, ice-gray eyes regarded me with a question in her eyes, one that made me uncomfortable. I stopped smiling and turned away in embarrassment. "Is something wrong?" she asked.

"No. No, nothing. Please, continue."

"What's your name?"

"Lord Pavel. Or Lady Pavel, if you prefer."

"No, I mean your name." "C'mon, don't make me guess. Is it something... stern, but beautiful? Alexandra? Cecilia?"

"Lily."

"Lily." she said, running her tongue across my name like she was trying to learn its every secret. "Not what I would've guessed. It's a beautiful name." Her voice had lost so much of the teasing, provocative tone she'd taken with me earlier. It was soft, gentle, caressing, like her hands on my shoulders, long, pianist's fingers squeezing and coaxing years of stress from my body...  "I love your hair, Lily."

"It's... one of the few things I have a weakness for. I'm very fond of it." I felt a crack from my shoulders and sighed longingly as my muscles untensed.

"I'm so glad I got you, Lily, instead of the 'Lord Pavel' I was expecting. You're like a blooming flower, beautiful, soft, sweetening in the spring..." Her nose nearly touched my neck, brushing up against my hair. I looked around at her and she had only the calmest little smile on her face.

I tried to stay in the present. "And you... you don't find this strange at all? Being hired for a... a woman?"

She laughed. "Of course not. Most of my patrons are women. I wasn't hired for a man. I was hired for Lord Pavel. Admittedly, I thought Lord Pavel was a man, but pleasant surprises are part of the job." She noticed my look of shock and smiled before elaborating. "Men need it more often, but they'll take any hole they can stick it in. Give a woman a skilled lover and neither love nor money can come between her and, well, cumming."

I started, bare feet planting themselves on the cold stone floor, shocked by her bluntness. "I thought you said you didn't do sex."

She gently held my shoulders and pushed me back down to a sitting position on the bed. "I don't only do sex. To make someone feel loved, for a moment or an hour..." Her hands massaged my shoulders, kneading the stiffness and soreness in them into a soft, relaxed pressure. "... is more than carnal."

"Oh." was all I could think to say. I realized I'd let my arms fall to my side, but after being tense for so long, I cared less about my modesty than I did her firm hands working the pain and stiffness out of my shoulders. So I sat there, half naked, being touched by a courtesan in my bedroom (or, at least, a bedroom given to me for the time being). I knew it was abnormal at best, but she was really good with her hands.

Really good.

I could feel every little annoyance worked away in her touch, warmth and a sense of relaxation spreading through my limbs. Paradoxically for such relaxation, I could feel my heart beat like the drums I could barely hear in the distance. I felt a little flush in my cheeks, remembering the revelry from earlier, and then that horrid mockery of a book. Images in my head flashed of women dancing with other women, of drawn gazes caught deep in embrace, of twisted limbs and looks of ecstasy... I couldn't help but ask, "How does it..." I suddenly realized what I was saying and cut myself short. "... nevermind."

"Sex?" I could hear the amusement in her voice. "I'm sure you got 'the talk' at one point."

"No. I mean, yes, but... that's not about..." My voice dropped to a whisper, despite there being no one else to hear me. "two women!"

"I can tell you how three works too." She winked and laughed. "It works in a lot of ways. It's very simple." The smell of her perfume was heady... intoxicating. My skin felt feverish to the touch – to her touch – my thoughts ran slow and heavy through oceans of sand. Were her hands always so pressed against my skin, palms against my back, fingers spread ***?

"Can you... show me how it works?" *** "Just show me! As a matter of curiousity! Don't actually..." My voice faded away. It was a weak cover for the weakness that slid down my spine and made me ***

"I'd be happy to."

"I... have nothing to pay you with." I felt dirty just saying it.

"My patrons don't 'pay' me. I'm an artist of human emotion." she purred. "I make them into my masterpieces, and they make me comfortable while I do so." I had no more objections. Her hands ran down my inner thighs, and almost instinctively, I widened my legs. "First, we start slow." Her left hand brushed against the inside of my thigh and her right ran across my flat, firm belly. I breathed out the faintest ghost of a gasp of air. "I let her get used to my touch, to the touch of my hands, my skin..." I didn't even realize she had slipped off her dress until I felt her bare breasts press against my back. "I let her learn what she wants through my fingers..." Sure enough, her right hand brushed against my breast, teasing, tantalizing me with offers of what it would feel like 'for real'. ***

"Then I lay soft little kisses up her neck..." I could feel her hair brush against my shoulders, tickling me as she sized up my neck like a snake eying its prey. The smell of her perfume was overwhelming me. I couldn't concentrate. My breathing came heavy and hot in my mouth, like a fever.

I could feel every pump of my heart pulse through my blood. Every pulse focusing me more and more on the building, yearning fire between my legs, until there was almost nothing left to me except a raw, primal instinct. I knew my jaw was lax. My eyes were unfocused, forward, unaware. My nipples ached and stiffened under her caresses. Confusion had consumed my mind. I tensed and untensed. There was some small part of me still fighting all the overwhelming force of her sweet, firm touch. I couldn't decide what I wanted to do. Desperate to force the issue, I weakly said, "This is wrong."

"I've heard that before. Too many times." She sighed and let her hand glide against the bare skin of my shoulder, down my forearm, and then back up again. Her long, curly locks brushed against my cheek as she shifted her weight on the bed behind me. She smelled so nice... like strawberries in summer. It clouded my mind, pushing all else away in its wake, like a terrible thunderstorm. "Why do you think that?"

"It's not what I think, it's-..." Those light strokes of her fingers up my arm... they shouldn't have distracted me so much.... but it was like her gliding fingertips played invisible strings into my soul, disturbing and rattling it. Pinpricks spread all up my arm, and I closed my eyes to try to distance myself from what was happening. It only intensified every feeling her beauty assailed my senses with. "... unnatural."

"Mm-hm?" I could feel her breath, soft and warm, against the side of my neck. Her nose gently brushed against me, and her lips stopped just short of planting a kiss on my skin. I gasped a little. "Then why don't you kick me out?" she hissed. We both looked over at the door, once mundane, now menacing and foreboding.

I knew I had to act fast. It was my last chance to surrender to the darkness or stand tall in the light. What I did in that moment would determine the course of the night, and my life. I knew that much. My last stand was then and there – a final defense against an all-consuming void of sin and vice. "Lock the door." I said, "Lock the door before I change my mind." I was so weak... I wish I could say it was purely curious, but she awoke something deep within me, something dark and primal, a demon of my own soul that whispered to me, telling me to give into it, promising more of the strange pleasure pulsing all throughout my body...

Erkaya was always so fast, but so graceful. She could slip from one side of the room to the other in a blink of an eye, but not once look like she was in any kind of a hurry.

I didn't know what I was going to do, or what was going to be done to me. I sat on the bed anxiously, stomach tied in knots and muscles newly tensed, undoing all of her hard work. When I looked up at Erkaya standing next to me, it was like she was a goddess in the light, caressing my hair as she rejoined me on the bed.

She positioned herself atop my legs and gently pulled closer, until my thigh rested between her legs. She drew her hand slowly up her flat belly, up around the curve of her breasts, stopping only to tease her hardening nipples. I realized that she was following my gaze, and when our stares met, there was knowing amusement in her ice-blue eyes. Knowing that she was watching me watching her... drove my confusion to new heights.

She started to grind back and forth along my thigh, sliding her hand to my cheek and looking in my eyes with gentle longing, the kind I always imagined shared between lovers, not clients and-

"M'lady?"

I jumped so hard that I nearly threw poor Erkaya off me. Instead, I 'merely' tumbled to the hard stone floor with her. I recognized the voice, luckily - it was my sergeant-at-arms, likely checking on me before he himself went to bed.

"What?" I snapped.

"I heard something fall."

"Me!" Erkaya mouthed silently at me.

"Are you alright?"

A small part of me shouted, 'Save me!' A much larger and more tangible part of me yelled out, "I'm fine!"

"Are you sure? You sound..."

"I-! I just lost my balance. That's all! Thank you, sergeant!" When I didn't hear his footsteps down the hall, I added an audibly frustrated, "Good night!" He took the hint after that.

And like that, the mood was ruined. All the haze that had clouded and pushed away my hesitation before had left me. And yet I wasn't ready to give up what her touch had promised me. I crawled back up onto the bed and crossed my arms. She smiled playfully. "Don't look so frightened."

I couldn't look at her. I scowled at the floor. "Just do it, already."

"Don't be such a sourpuss. I want you to taste sweet." She kissed me. I didn't understand what she meant at first, but I didn't need to. My body, my instincts, followed her without question. "This is your first time."

Dazed but still a little grumpy, I said, "What does that matter?"

"Your first time should be beautiful. Like a wedding night."

"Absolutely blasphemous..." I muttered.

"Don't look so upset. Enjoy yourself!" she said, putting a hand to my cheek that nearly forced me to smile for its warmth and sweetness. "Roll over."

I obliged, and she put her hands on my back. She began to gently knead and press my back. I was inexperienced, but I wasn't *that* ignorant. I said, "This... this is not sex."

"No, it's not." she agreed.

I could hear my back crack under the precise motions of her hands, and... it felt better than I was expecting the carnal pleasures to feel. "Oh, fffuck..."

"Feels good?" I could hear the self-satisfaction in her voice. She deserved it. Her touch was angelic, godly, absolving my body of all the wrongs it had committed and had been committed against it.

All I could do was whimper, "Mm-hm..." Years of pain knotting my muscles untangled like a loose thread in her capable hands.

She whispered softly in my ear, spreading goosebumps all up my arms. "You're so full of tension... just forget about it for now. Just for tonight. Okay?" I managed to croak out something affirmitive. "Your whole world is in here for tonight. Peaceful, quiet, serene... with me."

She started humming a pleasant tune as she massaged me. I don't know how long exactly I laid there, her straddling my back and me laying facefirst in absolute bliss, but I know it was quite a while. She took her time to draw me in to her world. I became aware that her face was inches from mine, craned my head to look at her eyes, half-lidded with a casual, relaxed lust.

I wasn't in control of myself. There was no rush, no hurry, but I had no more control for all that. When she drew back, or pushed forward, it was like a snake charmer guiding their charge. I was enraptured, entranced, hypnotised by what she promised, what she did, who she was. I needed her, needed to feel her; my nose bumped against her's gently and I gasped weakly. That was all the opening she needed. When she laid her lips on mine, it was like she lit a fire in my mind's eye. I burned, but I burned for her. I would have set the world afire to keep that feeling; I would have turned to ash just to feel the blaze consume me in its arms. Her lips were so soft, her tongue gently pushing aside my lips to explore my mouth... I had no strength to resist. I had no strength to comply. Like she had blown out the candle that was my mind, and all I could do was melt in the fading heat.

She kissed my neck next, and only the urge to cry out reminded me how desperately I needed air. My arm touched her side. I had no idea what I was doing. But that didn't matter. I was lost in the moment. She rolled me over onto my back and pulled me up to a sitting position. When her fingers brushed across the tip of my clit, a pained fire shot through my body and I cried out. "Sensitive?" Erkaya whispered in my ear, "Don't worry. I'll be gentle." Her hand pulled back to gently rub the edge of my sex. "Is that better?"

"Y-yes..." I whimpered. I was lost. I could feel my mind alight, but I had no thoughts. Only feelings. Sensations. Tears tugged at my eyes for the strangeness of the journey I was on. It drew me in, and drowned me.

I gently, cautiously touched her, sliding the tips of my fingers around the edge of her sex. She was... wet. Even as hesitant as I was, my fingers came back covered in her nectar. Over the scent of the perfume, I could smell her arousal clearly. It drove me crazy. I pushed closer to her and kissed her, all higher thought shut down, my will subsumed to her's, to her body. She laughed a little as we kissed and I fumbled clumsily how I thought I was supposed to. My touch was light, but imprecise; unsteady, uneven. When she returned my touch in kind, I realized what I was doing wrong: everything.

I moaned, which only served to spur her on. I could feel her lips brush against my ear as she drew me in closer with one hand and spiraled me into madness with the other. "Do you like that, sweetie?"

"Y-yes...!" I couldn't even focus enough to kiss her. My hands gripped the sheets and my legs tensed like springs. My back arched and I leaned away from her. Only her arm around my waist kept me grounded against her.

Once she was sure I wasn't about to jump out of her lap again, she ran her hand from my waist to my thigh, gripping my thigh, travelling to squeeze my bottom, and then pulling my closer to her, skin-to-skin, my hands wrapped around her and my legs desperately trying to close around her's. My nipples touched her's for a few seconds, and it was like lightning ran through me. I rubbed myself on her like a cat in heat. She noticed and brought her hand along my ribs, up around my breast, separating us just enough so she could tease my nipple between her thumb and forefinger. My hand darted to my mouth and I bit down hard on my finger to keep from screaming.

When I finally reclaimed enough control over my body to open my eyes, I couldn't look at anything but Erkaya. Her smile, playful and happy, her eyes, pale and attentive, her lips, full and flush with blood... I didn't know why, but I began to grind my hips against her, moaning loud and slow as I braced my hands against the bed and pushed myself on her hand, already three-fingers deep in me, pulling and pressing against all the most sensitive spots I didn't even know I had.

I felt like a puppet on her hand. I didn't care. No, that's not true, I did care - I loved it. In that moment she could've made me say anything she wanted me to, promise her everything and anything.

She cradled my neck and whispered in my ear, "Hey..."

"Mm... mm-hm?" I groaned weakly.

"Lay back."

I didn't even stop to think about it. I obeyed without question, and she enticingly crawled down my body, laying kisses down my breasts, my stomach, and then, just below my waist... I had a vague idea of what was to follow, and no clue about what to expect. I bit my lip and looked down at her, ass wiggling in the air as she positioned her head between my legs. "Wh-what do I do?"

"Nothing, sweetie. Except..." She put my hands on her head, looking up at me with the most seductive look I'd ever seen. "Do what your body tells you to."

I had no choice.

Her first taste, the first touch of her wet, soft tongue, was slow and gentle, but I flinched like she hit me. Feeling the pressure trace, touch, taunt me with gentle, teasing motions... I couldn't do anything except moan. I bit my lip, silently wishing for my torment to end, and wishing for it to continue forever.             

Words couldn't do it justice. Her tongue slid against the lips of my sex, tracing, pushing, pressing, each movement sending burning pleasure up the roots of my body. When her tongue touched the tip of my clit, I cried out again, but this time she didn't stop. She wrapped her lips around the little nib, and it drove me mad.  She swirled her tongue around the most sensitive part of my body, tongue pushing my hood and building up a steady, but ever-increasing rhythm.

She'd locked her arms around my thighs, anchoring me to her. No matter how I struggled, I couldn't free myself from her, nor did I want to. I pushed against, away from her, but there was nowhere I'd have rather been. My hands gripped her head with a desperate fury, begging and cursing her for what she did to me, pleading for more, more, more...!

My hips bucked and I cried out for salvation, and Erkaya delivered it. With every lash of her tongue I could feel my soul slip from me, piece by piece, shooting lightning through my limbs and fire up my spine, ending with my head being crushed in a sick kind of pleasure. Every breath I took was agony and bliss; my hands shook, not even steady enough to keep their grip on her head, my legs quivered, helpless over Erkaya's shoulders, my toes curled, my feet just low enough for them to brush the sheets as they did.

I'd lost everything I'd worked so hard to preserve. I'd lost my honor, cavorting with a courtesan. I'd lost my pride, succumbing to sin without the barest fight. I'd lost my virginity, and to a woman, no less. I'd lost my soul. I was utterly destroyed.

I was in heaven.

She gave me ample time to recover. I lay there, chest heaving with every breath, eyes unfocused, staring at the ceiling, while she propped herself up on an elbow and admired her handiwork in unravelling my fragile and lust-ridden mind. At last, she crawled ontop of me and purred, "How was that?"

I couldn't breathe. I couldn't think. I could hardly see. "... incredible..."

She kissed me. It was the most wonderful feeling in the world, feeling her lips against mine after she had made me die la petit mort. I was hungry for it, hungry for her, but I didn't have any strength left. I could hardly lift my limbs, much less tangle them up with her's again. She cradled me in her arms and stroked my hair, and we talked about nothing of importance. It was... peaceful. Serene. In the moment. It was everything she'd promised, and more.

Most of the night passed like that. I drifted in and out of consciousness. I was stirred from a state of half-sleep to notice her out of the bed, out of my arms, and putting her clothes back on. Preparing to leave. I weakly propped myself up on my elbow. Voice hoarse and not yet fully awake, I asked, "Will I ever see you again?"

She smiled and came back to the bedside. "That's up to you." She laid her lips on my forehead and stroked my hair.

If it was my choice... I knew I'd be seeing her again very soon.
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